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THE LITTLE WHITE ANGEL. 

Some children stood in a group about the 
door of the village school-house, one lovely 
summer evening. 

They were all talking pleasantly togeth- 
er, from Kline, the son of the rich and proud 
Hoffmeister, to the little, blue-eyed Carl, 
the only child of the poor baker. 

It is very true that Kline wore a velvet 
jacket, richly embroidered, while Carl’s coat 
was old, and his wooden shoes were rough 
enough, in all conscience. But what of 
that? If they were good friends, what dif- 
ference did that make, I should like to 
know? Wait till children become grown 
people, for pity’s sake, before you expect 
them to measure each other’s worth by what 
they possess or wear. 

“The new schoolmaster, Meinheer Fried- 
rich, comes to-morrow,” said Otto. “I am 
so glad. 1 am weary of old Master Hoff- 
man, with his crooked problems and hard 
lessons.” 

“So am I, truly,” said Kline, who, al- 
though a good, merry boy, hated his books 
as he did medicine. 

“Ah! thou didst always like play better 
than work, my Kline,” said Max; ‘and so 
do I. Meinheer Friedrich will be wise if 
he keeps thee and me apart during school 
hours. But, come—see which can get 
home first—one, two, three!” and away 
they all scampered, laughing and shouting, 
as only school-boys can, 

The following day the boys were standing 
around the school-house, when the door open- 
ed and Master Friedrich himself appeared, 
and cried in a cheery, hearty voice : 

“Welcome, my children !” 
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The next day, after the lessons (which 
had now b so pl t) were finished, 
the children clustered around the master to 
show him what they had brought. 

Some of the smaller ones had picked up 
sparkling stones on the road, and as they 
laid them in the sunlight, they were sure 
they must be something blight and pre- 
cious. 

Some had polished up a shilling till it 
shone like a crown; one brought a watch 
crystal which his father had given him, and 
which he considered a wonder of transpar- 
ent brightness ; and Kline, the rich Hoff- 
meister’s son, had brought a paste buckle, 
made to imitate diamonds, than which, in 
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THE RAPIDS. 


erous boy. 


Carl ; then glancing around, he said: 
earth, to-morrow, shall have the angel.” 


parted satisfied. 


rich, and lay upon his desk 


feather, and bright, golden tassel. 


“Yes, dear master,” answered the gen- 


The good master smiled thoughtfully, and 
his eyes rested for a moment lovirgly upon 


“He who brings me the loveliest thing on 


After school, the next day, Kline was 
the first to run up stairs to. Master Fried-|jp alow, sweet voice, “My mother, dear 


t he consid-' master, says that God’s precious Testament 
ered the loveliest things in the whole world, 


his new soldier cap, with the long, scarlet 


So they went on till all had placed their 
offering before the master. 

“And thou, Carl,” said he, “what hast 
thou brought which thou thinkest the best 
on earth !” 

A crimson flush rose to the little boy’s 
forehead, and coming softly forward, he 





The children clapped their hands and de- took from his breast a small, worn Testa- 


ment, pressed it to his lips, and then rever- 
jently laid it down with the rest—as he said, 


is far beyond all earthly possessions,” 
“ "Tis thine, my Carl!” cried the master, 
snatching the boy to his breast. “The 


and ask for bread from surly domestics, or 
unfeeling inhabitants. From one home of 
wealth and comfort to another they go for 
food, simply sustenance to keep soul and 
body together, and as often are repu'sed ; 
while the elegant lady in her velvet robe, 
reclining leisurely before the comfortable 
fire talks languidly of the presumption of 
the “poor wretches who will take advan- 
tage of stormy weather to excite pity 
and extort donations.” 

“It won't be much longer,” mutters the 
woman, while the frost pierces more keenly 
yet. ‘ 
“Are we going to stop soon, mother ?” 

“Yes, Charlie, your journey will be end- 
ed soon,” and freezingly though the thought 
crept into her mind, yet the boy knew it 
not. Heeding the words only in their most 
cheerful sense, his little face lighted up 
hopefally, and tightening his grasp on his 
mother’s fingers, he started on with renew- 
ed energy. 

Mockingly the oil lamps flicker on the 
street corners—in fitful gusts the winter 
wind whirls around the benighted wander- 
ers. From broad casements dazzling rays 
steal through curtains of silken damask, 
and the most delicious perfume from golden 
censers floats dreamily through the radiance. 
So wistfully the boy gazes into that luxa- 
rious home. 

“Mother, when we get home will it be a 
place like that ?” 

“Better than that, Charlic,” and more 
ghostly yet grew that pallid face. “There’ll 
be bread, and light, and warmth in plenty.” 

“Then I’m glad, for I’m hungry and cold 
both. Mother, are you very cold?” 


Max came next, and placed beside the 
cap a small, silver watch, his last birthday 
gift, with a bright, steel watch chain at- 
tached ; Otto brought a great picture book, 
just sent him by his god-mother ; Rudolph 
a tiny, marble vase, richly sculptured ; and 
so on, until a still more motley collection 
‘han before lay upon Master Friedrich’s 


white angel is thine! for there is nothing 
in the wide world half so precious as the 
blessed words of Christ”—and he placed 
the angel in the hands of the trembling 
boy. 

Kline knit his brows, and gazed with an- 
ger and disappointment at the little Carl— 


his opinion, nothing could be brighter. 

All these things were placed on the mas- 
ter’s desk side by side. The shilling shone 
away famously, the pebbles and watch crys- 
tal did their best, but Kline’s buckle was the 
bravest of all. 

“Ah! mine is the brightest !” shouted 


“Welcome, master !” cried they. 

And now they entered and took their 
seats, and were quite still while the good 
master read a short chapter in the Book of 
books ; and then reverently kneeling, pray- 
ed that the dear Saviour would guide them 
in His teachings, and bless them, and send 


“Not much, I’m getting warm now ; this 
snow will make a white bed; let us sleep 
and forget our wants,” 

“I'd rather get home first, mother.” 

Little dreamed the unreasoning child that 
it was the spirit’s home to which they were 
hastening. 


or and 
| every 
> Sexu- 
system 
2€88 OT 
e cases 


_ secret 
ve sup- 
i pam- 


original 


ail bim- 


| Volumes 
6— tf 


IN. 


Ne Seo- 





XUM 


His Holy Spirit to watch over them all. 

School began ; the thumb-worn books were 
brought out; the lazy boys began to sigh 
and frown, and wish impatiently for the re- 
cess, and wonder why Latin dictionaries 
were ever invented ; when, as if by magic, 
they found themselves listening to the pleas- 
ant voice of Master Friedrich, and actually 
understanding their lessons—so clear and 
simple were his explanations ; and the time 
for recess came, to their great astonishment, 
long before they had expected. 

When the studies were over, the master 
drew from his desk a box, aod whilst the 
children gathered around he opened it, and 
drew out charming little white and pink 
sea shells, pretty pictures, and many other 
beautiful things, which he gave to the chil- 
dren, with loving words, 

But the most lovely thing of all was a 
little porcelain statuétte of an angel. She 
stood—so fair, so pure—with her small, 
white hands folded over her breast, and her 
eyes uplifted, and the children gazed en- 
chanted. 

“Oh, the dear angel, the beautiful angel !” 
cried-they all. ‘Wilt thou give it to me, 
Master Friedrich ?” 

But the good master smiled and said : 

“The little angel is too lovely to be giv- 
en to any boy who is not good and true of 
heart. We shall presently see who shall 
deserve her. He who brings me to-morrow 
the brightest thing on the earth shall have 
the angel.” 

At this the children looked at each other 
ap if wondering what the good master might 
mean,. But he said no more, and they went 
home thoughtful. 


Kline, clapping his hands. 

“But where is little Carl?” said Master 
Friedrich ; “he ran out just now.” 

All eyes were turned to the door, when 
presently in rushed Carl, breathless. In his 
hands, held up lovingly against his neck, 
was a poor, littley snow white dove. Some 
crimson drops upon the downy breast show- 
ed that it was wounded, 

“Oh master,” cried Carl, “I was looking 
for something bright, when I eame upon 
this poor little white dove. Some cruel 
boys were tormenting it, and I caught it 
quickly, and ran here. Oh, I fear it will 
die.” 

Even as he spoke, the dove’s soft eyes 
grew filmy, it nestled closer in Carl’s neck, 
then gave a faint cry, dropped its little 
head and died. 

Carl sank on his knees beside the master’s 
desk, and from his eyes there fell upon the 
poor dove’s broken wing, two tears, large 
and bright. 

The master took the dead dove from his 
handge, and laid it tenderly down on the desk 
with the bright things, then raising Carl, 
he soltly said—“My children, there is no 
brighter thing on earth, than a ¢ender, pity- 
ing tear.” 

The boys were silent fora moment, for 
they felt that the master had decided that 
Carl had rightly won the angel ; then Kline 
cried out : 

“My master, thou didst not fairly explain 
tous. I pray thee give us another trial.” 

“Yes, dear master,” said Max, “give us 
another trial.” 


“What sayest thou, Carl?” said Master 








Friedrich. 


lesk. 


white lily. 


these.’ Carl has rightly chosen.” 


other trial. 


quired : 


dear master.” 


thing on earth, shall have the angel.” 


ly before the master, sure of the prize. 


golden guilder—the prize is mine.” 








mine.” 





But murmurs arose ; the children were 
not satisfied, and again they asked for an- 


And as before, good Master Friedrich in- 


“What sayest thou, Carl?” and he an- 
swered as before, with generous haste, “Yes, 


‘Now, this is the last time,” said the 
muster, ‘“‘and he who brings to me the dest 


“The very best thing on earth is plum 


cake,” cried Kline on the third day, as he!» cople sometimes grow poor .without any 
walked up to the desk, bearing a large cake 
richly frosted, with a wreath of sugar roses 
round the edge—this he placed triumphant- 


“Nay, thoa art wrong this time, Kline, 
said Max, ‘I asked my father what.was the 
best thing on earth, and he gave me this 


“Ah! but my father said that the. very 
best was & good glass of Rhenish wine,”| 
cried Otto, and Thaye brought a bottle of|whispered cheeringly to the little figure be- 
it thirty years old—the prize is surely 





and the rest, seeing him do this, felt them- 
|selves aggrieved, but suddenly the cloud 


Then poor little Carl stepped modestly cleared from Kline’s face, and rushing for- 
up, and placed in the master’s hand a pure ward, he caught Carl in his arms, crying, 


“Forgive me, dear Carl—now I am right 


-The rich perfume filled the room, and! glad thou hast won the prize.” 
bending over the flower, inhaling the deli- 
cious fragrance, the master softly said—“My 
children, the blessed Word of God says, 
‘Behold the lilies of the valley; they toil 
not, neither do they spin, yet Solomon, in 
all his glory, was not arrayed like one ot 


Ah! the blessed effect of a bright exam- 
ple! Quickly joining hands, the children 
danced joyfully around the little Carl, who 
stood in the midst, the white angel pressed 
to his heart—his hair falling in curls on his 
shoulders, and his eyes full of holy tears. 

The good Master Friedrich also wept for 
joy, and prayed from the depth of his pure 
and simple heart, that the Saviour would 
bless this lesson to the children’s everlast- 
ing good. He had turned away, that none 
might perceive his tears. But one in 
Heaven saw them, Master Friedrich. 

NEVER LAUGH AT BEGGARS. 

We have seen children laughing at rag- 
ged women and girls as they walked along 
the streets. They thought miserable beg- 
gars good objects for sport and fun. But 


fault of their own. Read the following 
story, and it will show how beggars should 
he pitied and cared for. 

A weary form plodded on through the 
blinding snow,—staggering feet essayed to 
upliold the fainting body. Scarce whiter 
was the feathery element drifting about her 
than the ghastly face peering through the 
night gloom, while the stiffening lips from 
time to time muttered words of want, or 





'side her. ‘eid uf 
|" Hand in hand they ascend marble. steps, 





Sinking down on the yielding snow, the 
mother whispered : 

“Nestle closer, Charlie, it’s getting warm- 
er; this is a soft couch. I'll sleep soon— 
then we’ll go home.” 

“But, mother, I’m so hungry !”" and with 
the plaintive words the child’s voice quiv- 
ered, und the numbed arms folded them- 
selves about her neck. 

Closer she held him, muttering all the 
while—It’ll be warm there when we gather 
around the table; it'll be light there, and I 
can look on my boy, tracing with maternal 
fondness every softened lineament of his 
baby face. Charlie! Charlie! 
*most home.” 

“Mother !” 

‘** Most home, Charlie ;” the words came 
in -whispers now. 

“Mother, don’t go to sleep in the snow, 
Charlie’ll freeze, Mother! wake up.” Gen- 
tly and earnestly the chubby hands pulled 
apart the clenched fingers, and wiped the 
fast falling snow from the half-closed eye- 
lids. 

What a prayer spoke in the expression of 
those frozen lips! What eloquence in those 
staring eyes, rigidly fixed, as though their 
last mute plea was for bread and warmth ! 

“Mother,” whispered the boy. The lit- 
tle lips could scarcely tremble now, they were 
socold, ‘Wonder if Charlie goes to sleep 
if the angels will take him up to heaven. 
May be if I go there, God will give me some- 
thing to eat.” 

Wearily the blue lids closed over the 
tearless eyes-—aye, they were tearless now, 
for the terrible coldness of the night had 
frozen the drops that welled up, and they 
were lying like beads on his cheekz. 


home! 
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Still the snow whirled around the corners, 
and danced in the keen air like a million, 


fairies; still the lamplight flickered and jished in 1651, which accounts for the out- 
beneath it were | 


blinked, but the two lyi 

shelterless no longer. rapped in vest- 

ments whiter than earth’s costliest bridal 

robes, mother and child had gone up to the 
fe 


great feast. 

When daylight peered through the sky’s 
gray drapery, pitying hands raised the dead 
mother from her winter couch. Hearts not 
wholly hardened swelled with sympathy, 
while they dropped a tear on the chill face 
of her boy. 

Home now, Charlie—home and warm! 
Close clasped in the bosom of Him who 
shelters his flock. Never more shall hun- 
er appall, or storms shake thy frail spirit. 

hat though over the rough street the old 
black hearse jolts along, bearing thy form 


friend like a favorite book? Turning to 


“Please, sir, do you want a boy in your 
the title-page ; “You see that it was pub- 4 


printi 

“Why,” said Mr. Gay, “I don’t know 
but that wedo. What can you do?” 
“Anything, sir, that you have for me to 
do. 1 am not afraid to work.” 

“What is name? and where do your 
parents live ?” asked Mr. Gay. 

“My name, sir, is Harry Scott. My 
father and mother are dead. I live witha 
woman who knew my mother. She is very 
kind to me; but she is poor, and she can 
not keep me without work. I have tried 
at a great many places to get work; dut 
nobody wants poor boys. 

“Have you no friend to 
you?” asked Mr. Gay. 

Harry looked down a moment, aud turn- 
|ed his old cap round in his hand. His face 
brightened as he drew from his pocket a 


landish spelling, as you call it. It is a col- 
lection of proverbs, made from several na- 
tions, by which we know the minds of men. 
The initials, G. H., are all that tell here 
who made the collection; but you will be 
glad to know it was a friend of yours.” 

“A friend of mine! And the collection 
made in the seventeenth century! Thank 
you, Uncle Frank ;” and seeing her grand- 
mother’s spectacles near by, Ellen placed 
them on her nose, in the most ancient man- 
ner possible. 

This was too much for the gravity even 
of “Wisdom,” ifof mortal mould. A hearty 


recommend 





to that grim field of death where only so- 
ciety’s outcasts rest; God knoweth where | 
thine ashes lie. What though thou and 
thy mother are laid ina pauper’s unmarked 


grave! He knows where lieth thy lit-| your friend. Whoever gives us true pleas- 
tle head. He heard when thy little lips| ure, calls up a pure feeling, is a friend, and 


asked for food, and took thee up to share 
in a sumptuous repast. What though the 
daily papers announce to gaping thousands 
that ‘‘a woman and child were found dead !” 
God hath reclaimed the gem which he lent 
to earth and set it in his crown. Time, 
who with resistless force razes earth’s might- 
iest works, can never.dim thy lustre. A 
spirit created and polished for the coronet 
of death’s Conqueror art thou, freed soul. 


THE RAPIDS. 

In many parts of the River St. Lawrence, 
there exist what are termed Rapids, that is, 
shallow water that runs with great rapidity 
down an inclined plane. These places are 


well-worn Bible. He handed it to Mr. 
Gay, saying, ‘That book will tell you, sir, 
of the only Friend I have;to recommend me. 
It was my mother’s.” 

Mr. Gay took the book. On the first 
leaf was written, “This is your mother’s 
dying gift. Read it daily, my son, and the 
orphan’s God will be your Friend.” 

He closed the book and laid it on the 
table, and then said, “Well, Harry, you 
may make a trial in my office. Come in 
the morning, and, if you suit me, I will en- 
gage you; but I shall want you to sleep in 
the office till George is able to come back.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said Harry. “I will 
be here early to-morrow morning, and I 
will try to make myself useful.” 

Putting his Bible in his pocket, he start- 
ed homeward with a happy heart. 

For a long time, Mr. Gay sat there 
where Harry had left him. He was think- 
ing very seriously. The sight of that worn 
Bible, and the marks he had seen in it, had 
awakened early memories. He, too, had 


| laugh filled the interlude, before the initials | 
| could be explained. 
“Still I maintain ‘G. H.’ to have been 


| this morning I heard you repeating George 
Herbert's delicious lines, 


“ ‘Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 
The bridal of the earth and sky.’” 


“O let me see the book.” Then snatching 
| off the spectacles, with no longer merriment, 
| but only interest in the fair face, Ellen bent 
over it. 

“Did ‘holy George Herbert’ really col- 
lect them? Then he must have loved prov- 
erbs, or he never would have taken the 
trouble.” 

“Yes, he was adear lover of proverbs: 
Indeed they formed a favorite study of that 
Herbert often introduced them into 


} 
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| age. 


blood, A vain commission, as it might! 
have eraet, and as no doubt it did to| 
the murderers appear. Yet it was not so. 
For these, sitting a little time after in the 
open theatre at Corinth, beheld this 
flight of cranes hovering over them, and 
one said eae gi to another, “Lo, there, 
the avengers of Ibycus!” The words were 
pas og up by some one near them; for al- 
ready the poet’s disappearance had awak- 
ened anxiety and alarm. Being question- 
ed, they betrayed themselves, and were led 
to their doom ; and The cranes of Ibycus 
passed into a proverb, very much as our 
Murder will out, to express the wondrous 
dealings of God, whereby the most secret 
bing: of blood are continually brought to 
ight. 





SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 


For the Companion. 
THE DUCHESS OF KENT. 

The English papers announce that the 
Duchess of Kent, the mother of Queen Vic- 
toria, died of cancer on Saturday the 16th 
ult. Maria Louisa Victoria was the daugh- 
ter of the Duke of Saxe-Saalfeld Coburg, 
and the sister of Leopold, King of Belgium. 
She was born Aug. 17, 1786, and was con- 
sequentiy in her 75th year. She was mar- 
ried, Dec. 21, 1803, to the Prince of Lein- 
ingen, by whom she had two children, a son, 
who died in 1856, and a daughter, still 
living, the widow of Prince Hohenlohe, who 
died one year ago. The father of these 








tion of Independence was Wm. Hooper, o- 
North Carolitia, whose age was but twenty 
four. § f° 
pw Deans 
THE QUAKER’S GIFT. 

The following is copied in an English 
paper as by “an American writer,” who 
tells the story of himself : 

When he was a boy, his father said to 
him one day, 

“Levi, can you make up -your mind to 
live at home and be a farmer ?” 

“T would rather be a tanner than a farm- 
er,” replied Levi. 

“Very well,” responded the father, who 
was willing to let Levi follow his own 
tastes, as he was now seventeen years old ; 
“very well my son, I will try and finda 
place for you.” 

Very shortly a place was found for mas- 
ter Levi with a good Quaker. When the 
boy presented himself at the tannery, the 
honest Quaker said, 

“Levi, if thou wilt be a good boy, I will 
do well by thee; if not I will send thee 
home again. All the bargain I will make 
with thee is, that thou shalt do as well by 
me as [ do by thee.” 

“Very well, sir,” said Levi ; “I will try 
what Ican do.” | 

Levi now went to work with a hearty 
good will. He worked hard, read his Bi- 
ble, was steady, honest and good-natured, 
The Quaker likedhim. He liked the Qua- 
ker. Hence the Quaker was satisfied, Le- 
vi was happy, and the years in his appren- 
ticeship passed pleasantly away. 

Just before Levi became of age, his mas- 
ter said to him : 

“Levi, I think of making thee a nice 
present when thy time is out.” 


difficult to navigate, and many a poor boat-| his prose and poetry, and by these he be- 
man and sailor has lost his life in attempt- | lieved that he ‘knew the mind of several na- 


once a Christian mother. She had passed 
away long since. Yet her frequent coun- 


children died July 4, 1814. His widow|" [eyi smiled at this pleasant scrap of 
was married in July, 1818, to Edward Au- news, and said, “I will be very happy to 
gustus, Duke of Kent, the fourth son of} receive any gift you may please to make, 





ing to shoct down the stream in his canoe 
or shailop. 

The picture on the first page represents a 
steamer going down one of those dangerous 
places. She is dashing along with the rap- 
idity ofan arrow. There isno stopping for 
a moment. On and on she must go till 
she reaches the still water, some thousands 
of yards distant. The slightest mistake in 
steering, the least inattention on the part 
of the helmsman, and all is over—the ves- 
sel strikes upon a rock and is overwhelmed 
in an instant. 





THE FAMILY. 


For the Companion. 
THE OLD-FASHIONED BOOK. 

“Uncle Frank, what is that curious, old- 
fashioned, little book, you seem to be so en- 
grossed in?” 

The questioner was a young girl of fif- 
teen, who liked far better that her favorite 
uncle should be talking to her, or joining 
in the songs which she had just been sing- 
ing, than to see him engrossed in any book 
in her presence. A whole hour of silence 
between them was notto be endured; so 
she laid one hand over the page, and smil- 
ingly waited for an answer. 

“If, instead of preventing me from using 
my eyes, you were to use your own, they 
might inform you ;” replied Uncle Frank, 
seizing the hand, and holding it as a lawful 
captive, taken in the act of invasion. 

“Oh! your eyes and mine see quite dif- 
ferent things,” was the laughing reply. 
“Mine only read a Latin title, ‘Jacula Pru- 
dentum.’ Now you know Latin is all 
Greek to me. No doubt yours find the 
Latin as easy as your mother tongue.” 

“If the title will help you, you shall have 
it in English. ‘Arrows of the Prudent’ is 
the meaning. But why not look at the En- 
glish ?” 

Ellen gave one glance at the page, which 
seemed to satisfy her. “It might as well 
ibe in a dead language for me, as to have all 
that queer, outlandish spelling. I have to 
stop so long to think what a word means. 
Then those ss made like fs, how provok- 
ing they are! So, if I’m ever to know 
what the book’s about, you must tell me.” 
Then, assuming a mock air of great serious- 
ness and profound attention, which con- 
trasted quaintly with her former gaiety, 


Bhe said, “{ sit at the feet of Wisdom, to 


learn. Let Wisdom speak.” 


Whatever amusement Uncle Frank felt 
at the words and manner of his neice, he| ™. 
plainly thought it not the part of wisdom | *** 
¢o-show it. He wished to interest her in| Fy, yin 
his book ; as who does: aot long to have a| errand. 








tions.’ There are two proverbs which 1|8¢l8 to ‘‘seek the Lord early” were sound- 
|ing inhis ears. Life’s busy scenes and 


will give yon to think of. ay will bogped cares had caused him to forget her words. 
mottoes for you who love children so dear- | fy, thought of it long and bitterly; but 
ly. ‘A child’s service is little, yet he is no| even now business is claiming his time and 
little fool who despiseth it. The other I/ attention, and the subject is again put off. 
thought of yesterday, when I saw you| The next morning Harry was at the 
bathing little Alice’s temples, and knew | Printing-office early, ready to make himself 


that you had been sitting all day with her, | useful, as he enid. By bis active end will- 


“ah : . ing obedience he soon made many friends. 
singing her favorite songs with no apparent | Stat cn thease ematendien ian 
weariness. The proverb says truly, ‘The \Mr. Gay gave orders Ge inauenend dil. 
comforter’s head never aches.’ ” |gence in the office, as there was a lar 
A flush of deep feeling mantled Ellen’s amount of work that must be finished in a 


& | portunity of making a good, if not a great 


George III. The Duke died on the 23d of| Sit.” 
January, 1820, leaving an only daughter, 
the present Queen of England, born May 
24, 1819. 


pa aa 
AMERICAN YOUNG MEN. 

All American youths must have a pleas- 
ure in reading the early history of their 
most distinguished countrymen, and in a 
country like ours, every youth has the up- 


name. 


Then the Quaker looked knowingly at 
Levi, and added, “I cannot tell thee now 
what the present is to be, but it shall be 
worth more than a thousand dollars to 
thee !” ° 

“More than a thousand dollars!” said 
Levi to himself, his eyes sparkling at the 
bare thought of such a gift. “What can it 
be? I wonder ifhe means to offer me his 
daughter for my wife ? ‘That can’t be, be- 
cause I have heard that a good wife is bet- 
ter than ten or twenty thousand dollars, 
No, it can’t be his daughter. But what can 
it be 2” 


face. Praise from Uncle Frank was so 


few days. That night before Harry went 


: to sleep, he resolved to get up very early in 
rare and so _ delightful. She no longer | the an it o> nin stn er. J rs 
laughed at his queer, old-fashioned book. | order early. ‘It is but little that I can 
In truth, that very evening she was seen in| do,” thought he; “but I will do what I 
spite of the “queer spelling,” and quite|can.” And with this thought he soon fell 
forgetting to notice the fs, gleaning from | #8leep. : 
the wealth of wisdom which may be found | After a longtime heawoke. It looked 
: very dark. He thought it could not be 
in old proverbs. near morning yet. He was just falling 
asleep when the clock struck five. “Time 
to get up,” thought he; and suiting the 
action to the word, he was soon dressed. 
He lighted his little lamp, read a chapter 


M. W. D. 


SPRING. 


A flush of green is on the boughs, 
A warm breath panteth in the air, 
And in the earth a heart-pulse there 


And the foundation of true great- 
ness and success we all know—obedience 
to Him who giveth success, 


That was the puzzling question which 
buzzed about like a bee in Levi's brain 
from that time until the day betore he was 
American history presents many remark-| of age. On that day the Quaker said to 
able instances of young men taking promi-| him, 
nentandcommandingstationsatanage which| ‘Levi, thy time is out to-morrow; but I 
would be thought very young in other coun-| will take thee and thy present home to- 
tries. Wesubjoin a few striking examples | day.” 
from the list of those who have passed off} Levi breathed freely on hearing these 
the stage of human action. words. Dressing himself in his best suit, 

At the age of twenty-nine, Mr. Jefferson |he soon joined the Quaker, but could see 
was an influential member of the Legisla- | nothing that looked like a gift worth over 
ure of Virginia. At thirty he was a mem-|a thousand dollars. He puzzled himself 




















Throbs underneath her breast of snows. 


in his Bible, and then kneeled fora few 


Life is astir among the woods, 
And by the moor, and by the stream, 
The year, as from a torpid dream, 
Wakes in the sunshine on the buds ; 


blessing on the day and its duties. 

Upon going into Mr. Gay’s room he set 
to work to rekindle the fire. Then he look- 
ed after the other fires, giving them the at- 
tention they needed before he began to 
sweep the office. He had nearly finished 
sweeping when he heard a step at the door, 
and, looking around, he saw Mr. Gay. | 

“Well, my poy, how is this, that you are 
up so early? It is but little more than 
five o’clock.” 

“Why, sir,” said Harry, “I heard you 
say you had a great deal todo; and I am 
going to help all I can.” 

“Well, well,” said Mr. Gay, “I see you 
are not afraid to work. What made you 
think of getting up ?” 

“That everything might be ready early, 
sir,” he answered. “There is one verse in 
my Bible that I love to think of every day, 
and I think it helps me to do right. It is 
this: “‘ Whether, therefore. ye eat or drink, 
or: whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of 
God.” 

“A faithful boy will become a good and 
useful man,” said Mr. Gay, as he passed in- 
to his room. “Strange,” thought he, “how 
that boy seems to live out what the Bible 
teaches! I must try to seek an interest in 
it myself.” For two hours business was 
set aside, that he might seek after more 
lasting good. F 

Let us hope that the example of Harry 
may continue to be blessed. 


Wakes up in music, as the song 
Of wood bird wild, and loosen’d rill, 
More frequent from the windy hill 
Comes greening forest aisles along ; 


Wakes up in beauty, as the sheen 
Of woodland poo} the gleams receives, 
Through bright flowers, overbraided leaves, 
Of broken sunlights, golden-green. 


She sees the outlaw'd winter stay 
Awhile, to gather after him 
Snow robes, frost-crystall'd dladem, 
And then in soft showers pass away. 


She could not love rough winter well, 
Yet cannot choose but mourn him now ; 
So wears awhile on her young brow 

His gift—a gleaming Icicle. 


Then turns her, loving, to the sum, 
Upheaves ner bosom's swell to his, 
And, in the joy of his first kiss, 

Forgets tor aye that sterner one: 


Old winter's pledge from her he reaves— 
That icy-cold, though glittering spar— 
And zones her with agreen cymar, 

And girdles round her brow with leaves; 


The primrose and wood-violet 
He tangles in her shining hair; 
And teaches elfin breezes fair 

To sing her some sweet t. 


All promising long summer hours, 
Vhen she in his embrace shall lie, 
Under the broad dome of bright sky, 


mn mossy couches starr’d with flowers, 


Till she smiles back again to him 

The beauty beaming from his face, 

And, robed in light, glows with the grace 
Of Eden-palaced cherubim. 


O earth, thy glowing loveliness 
Around our very hearts has 
An undimmed joyance all its own, 

And sunn’d us o’er with happiness. 





NOT AFRAID TO WORE. 


The rain was pouring in the streets of a 
t city, when a poor-looking boy sto 
er riating-office, and akon fs 3 
Gay, the master of the house. 
“Come in,” replied a voice from within. 
Mr. Gay looked up as the door opened, and 
the strange boy, he told him he 
attend to him’ in a few minutes, 
g finished his writing, he asked his 





THE CRANES OF IBYCUS. 


Tbycus, a famous lyrical poet of Greece, 
journeying to Corinth, was assailed by rob- 
bers. As he fell beneath their murderous 
strokes he looked round, if any witnesses or 
avengers were nigh. No living thing was 
in sight but a flight of cranes soaring high 
over head. e called on them, and 
to them committed the avenging of his 
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jmoments at his bedside to seek God’s| and at thirty-three he wrote the Declara- 


| years of age when he was appointed a Lieu- | 


ber of the Virginia Convention ; at thirty- | about it all the way, and said to him- 
two a member of the Continental Congress, | self, “Perhaps the Quaker has forgotten it.” 
At last they reached Levi's home. After 
tion of Independence. he had been greeted by his friends, the 
Alexander Hamilton was only twenty | Quaker turned to him and said : 

“Levi, I will give thy present to thy fa- 
tenant Colonel in the army of the Revolu-| ther.” 

tion, and aid-de-camp to Washington, At}! ‘As you please, sir,” said Levi, now on 
twenty-five he was a member of the Conti-| the very tiptoe of expectation. 

nental Congress; at thigty he was one of | “Well,” said the Quaker, speaking to 
the ablest members of the Convention which | Levi's father, “your son is the best boy I 
framed the Constitution of the United) have ever had.” Then turning to Levi, he 
States; at thirty-two he was Secretary of| added, “This is thy present, Levi, a coop 





the Treasury, and organized that branch of | 
government upon so complete and compre- 
hensive a plan that no great change or 
improvement has since been made in it. 

a Jay, at twenty-nine years old, was | 
a member of the Continental Congress, and 
wrote an address to the people of Great 
Britain, which was justly regarded as one 
of the most eloquent productions of the 
times. At thirty he prepared the Consti- 
tution of New York, and in the same year 
was appointed Chief Justice of the State. 

Washington was twenty-seven years of 
age when he covered the retreat of the 
British troops at Braddock’s defeat, and 
was honored by an appointment as Com- 
mander-in-Chief of the Virginia forces. 

Joseph Warren was twenty-nine years of 
age when he delivered the memorable ad- 
dress on the 5th of March, which roused the 
spirit of patriotism and liberty in his sec- 
tion of the country ; and at thirty-four he 
gloriously fell in the cause of freedom on 
Bunker Hill. 

Fisher Ames, at the age of twenty-seven, 
had excited public attention by the ability 
he displayed in the discussion of questions 
of public interest. At the age of thirty, 
his masterly speeches in defence of the Con- 
stitution of the United States had excited 
great interest, so the youthful orator of 
thirty-one was electéd to Congress from the 
Suffolk district over the Revolutionasy hero, 
Samuel Adams, 

De Witt Clinton entered public life at 
twenty-eight; Henry Clay at twenty-six. 

The most youthful signer of the Declara- 





NAME!” 

Levi blushed, and perhaps he felt a lit- 
tle disappointed because his golden visions 
were thus so suddenly spirited away. But 
his sensible father was delighted, and said 
to the Quaker, who was smiling a little 
waggishly : 

“T would rather hear you say that of my 
son, sir, than to see you give him all the 
money you are worth, for ‘a good name is 
rather to be chosen than great riches !’ ” 

Doubtless Levi’s father was right, and 
the young man’s good name did more for 
him in after years than could have been ac- 
complished by any sum of money, however 
large. Young readers, have you become 
possessed of the Quaker’s gift. Do you de- 
serve it? Are you striving to gain it? 





A NARROW ESCAPE. 


The following anecdote is related by a 
French journal of General Fanti : 


During the retreat of Novara, in 1849, 
the general who had the charge of savin 
the remnant of the Piedmontese army, h 
given the most severe orders to his troops. 
As it was important to avoid attracting the 
attention of the Austrians, the command 
was given that no one, under any circum- 
stances, should utter a cry, or above all, 
fire a gun, without the command of an offi- 
cer, under penalty of instant death. One 
morning, during a halt, a soldier, hearing 
the neighing of a horse in a neighboring 
thicket, raised his gun and fired. General 
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Fanti, who was near, rushed upon him in 
fary, sabre in hand, and plunging the weap- 
on in his breast, extended him at his feet. 
«J will do the same,” he cried oat, “to 
any one who attempts to imitate this wretch, 


who was either a coward or a traitor.” 


Ten years have passed since this occur- 
rence, ten eventful years, which have trans- 
formed the victors of Novara into the van- 
quished of Magenta and Solferino. During 
these ten years, General Fanti has some- 
times related to his friends, with emo- 
tion aud compunction, also, this episode 
“I was brutal,” he 
would say, “but' the safety of the army was 


of his military life. 


at stake.” * 


A few days since, before his departure 
he was accost- 
rin, by a man, 


for the Neapolitan a 
ed, in a public square at Tw y 
who placed himself before him, saying, 
“Do you know me, General ?” 
“Not the least in the world.” 
“Bat, General, look at me.” 


“Taminahurry. Speak, who are you?” 
“General, if you have forgotten me, I 


boy, and I never see him without feelings 
far more intense than when I look at my 
own children.” 

So we suppose that Christ looks with 
greater tenderness on us poor sinners, for 
whom he has not merely risked his life, but 
sacrificed it, than he does on the angels, for 
whom he did not die. 
the travail of his soul, and he shall see us in 

lory, and be satisfied— Miss. and S. S, 
» ov hey 





“DELIVER US FROM EVIL.” 


The bright beams of a summer moon stole 
softly through the half-opened window of a 
little cottage, and a gentle wind scattered 
the white leaves from a rose-tree that grew 
outside, They fell upon the couch of a dy- 
ing child. ut one watcher bent above the 
precious form—an only parent—a care-worn 
father. As the stern man watched from the 
shores of time, the little boat of life, now 
about to glide out upon the waters of eter- 
nity, he bowed his head and murmured, 


We are the fruit of 


| dearly love to talk with him; if I have any | 
| trouble or sorrow, I tell it to him; If I) 
have any duty that seems too hard for me, | 
Task him to help me; and when I have 
done wrong, I cannot rest until [ have ask- 
ed his forgiveness, I was vexed with 
Frank, @ while ago, and spoke crossly to| 
him, and that wes why I came here, to kneel 
down and ask Jesus to forgive me,” she 
added, the tears trembling -in her eyes, 

“He has beer teasing you all the morn- 
ing, and I’ve been astonished at your pa- 
tience. I don’t think you were to blame 
at all,” said Flora, boar 

“Yes, I was,” replied Minnie, ‘our Sa- 
viour had much more to try his patienee, | 
and he never was vexed; and oh, I do so! 
long to be just like him! and I hope some 
day I shall be. Cousin, do you love Jesus 2?” | 

“T don’t know,” said Flora, “I think he 
was very good and kiud.” 

“Oh, cousin, do begin to love him to- 
day! Oh, it is such joy to have Jesus for 
your friend; to liedown at night without | 
fear, because he is there to take care of | 











heart he hastened home, and witha bound 
rushed into the room. Throwing the old 
handle into his father’s lap, saying, ‘‘I got 
it,” he turned and hastened off to school. 

A few evenings after, as the children 
were seated around the table having a mer- 
ry chat, the father placeda bright, new 
knife upon the table, 

“A knife! a knife!” shouted three or 
four little voices, 

“O give it to me,” cries one. 

“Give it to me,” says another. 

But, turning to Wiilie, the father said: 
“Here, my son, isa knife for you in place 


| of the old handle.” 


The boy received it with a modest, 
“Thank you, sir,” aud withdrew to one cor- 
ner of the room to examine his present. 


vel 4 
LITTLE GEMS FOR LITTLE FOLKS. 


1, Be early wise tor heaven. This will 
Save you much sin and sorrow on earth. 
2. 
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TERMS—CASHIN ADVANCE. 


Be early astir on your journey to the| 


have kept a remembrance of you in the bot- No tame like the morn- 


tom of my heart, for your sabre entered here 
several inches.” 


“Oh, God!” The childish lips, already 


you; and all day long to feel that he is|' New Jerusalem. 
purpled by the kiss of Death, whisperingly 


One copy per annum, %: 
close to you. When everything seems to| ing for that. 


2 
Five copies, 8 
Ten “ 15 


“At the retreat of Novara ?” 

“Yes, general.” 

“What! are you not dead?” 

“Yousee; but I came very near it. 
had great trouble in escaping.” 


“You can boast of a tough life; but do 
you know that you were a very bad sol- 


dier ?” 


“I know that I am now a very poor la- 


borer.” 


“Come to see me to-morrow.” , 


The next day the soldier of Novara pre- 
“Show me 


sented himself at the war-office. 


echoed the exclamation, ‘Oh, God !” adding, 
“Delive? him from evil.” _ 

Night bore away her “heaven-lit” lamps, 
and angels claimed their sister spirit. 
I} Years crept by. Ina room in a large 
and fashionable hotel, a number of men 
were seated around a table, upon which 
stood the “kingly wine bottle and its sub- 


led to a balcony, in which a little boy, kneel- 
ing by his mother’s side, was uttering his 
evening prayer. Just as the most aged man 
of the giddy group was lifting a glass of 
foaming wine to his lips, the earnest voice 








go right I love to tell him of my happiness 
and thank him for it, and when [am treat- 
ed unkindly, I say: Well, Jesus loves me, 
and that is enough to make me happy. I 
feel as if I had put my hand in his, and he 
is leading me along the narrow way, helping 
me over the rough places, and defending 
me from all my enemies, and at last he will 





ject glasses.” An open window inthe room |carry me in his arms over the river and heart from your earliest days. 


|into the gates of that beautiful city.” 
| Dear little reader, would you love to have | 
| Minnie’s Friend to be yours? He says, “I 
| love them that love me, and those that seek 


|me early shall find me.” 





3. Be early afraid of sin. If you are 
the friend of sin when young, it will not be 
80 easy Lo become its enemy when old. 

4. Be early alive to your need of Christ 
and of his precious blood. ‘I'he young need 
that blood as well as the old. 

5. Be early awake to the love of 
Ghrist. Let tat love come into your 
Nothing 
else will make you happy. 

6. Be early holy. Begin soon to risk 
to be unlike this present evil world, and be 
like the world to come; and like the gio- 
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BOSTON, MAY 9, 1861. 


tirements and the windings of many little 
brooks, now degraded into drains and cess- 
pools, which pursued their course omer 
groves and meadows till they were lost in the 
abounding river. Within the rampart wher- 
ever we make an opening and dig deep enough, 








MUSIC AMONG BIRDS. 


bet Newgate and the Tower, magnificent 
teseelated pa ts and fragments of marble 
statues reward our toil. The jaxtaposition of 





Did any of the boys who love to roam in the | modern names and associations with those re- 


woods and watch the birds, almost as well as 
they love to read the Companion, ever notice 
that the song sparrow, one of our sweetest 
singers, has seven different songs. Let them 
read this piece, and afterwards try to distin-| 
guish the different songs : 
Birds all have their peculiar ways of sing- | 
ing. Some have p monotonous song, as t 
bay-winged » . The yellow bird has a 
continuous chatter, without any particular 
form of song. The cat bird isa mocker. The 
robin hasa song of his own, though 
ose of the same locality are apt to sing the 
game tune. The hermit thrash has a round of 
variations, and is perhaps the sweetest singer of 
the feathered choir. But the son; rrow has 
the most remarkable characteristic of song of 
any bird that sings. Every male song sparrow 
has seven jndependent songs of his own, no two 
having the same notes throughout, though 
sometimes, a8 if by accident, they may hit 
upon one or more of the same. Six years 
this spring I made the first discovery. A 
singer that had taken up his residence in my 
garden, attracted my attention by the sweet 
variations of bis song, as 1 commenced taking 
observations on the subject. I succeeded at'| 
last in remembering his songs, which are to| 
this day as fresh in my memory as any of the| 
common airs that I am so fond of whistling. | 
On one oceasion | took note of the number of | 
times he sang each song, anc the order of| 
singing. copy from my journal, six years | 
back. No. 1, sung 27 times ; No. 2, 36 times; | 
No. 3, 24 timee ; No. 4, 19 times; No. 5, 21/ 
times; No. 6, 32 times; No. 7, 18 times. 
Perhaps he would sing No. 2, then, perhaps, 
No. 4 or 5, and so on. 
Some males will sing each tane about fifty 
times, though seldom ; some will only sing 
them from five to ten times. But as far as [ 
have observed, each male has his seven songs. 
I have applied the rule to as many dozen dif- 
ferent birds, and the result has been the same. 
I would say that it requires a great degree of 
patience and a good ear to come to the truth 
of the matter ; but any one may watch a male | 
bird whilesinging, and will find he will change | 
his tune in a few minutes. } 
The bird that I first mentioned came to the | 
same vicinity five springs in succession, sing- 
ing the same seven songs, always singing 
within a circle of about twenty rods. On the 
fifth spring he came a month later than usual. 
Another sparrow had taken possession of his | 
hunting-grounds, so he established himself a| 
little one side. I noticed that he sang less 
frequently than of old, and ina few days his 
song was hushed forever. No doubt old age 
claimed him asavictim. In other cascs | have 
known a singer to return to the same place 
two, three or four years, but frequently not 
more than once. I think there is not a more 
interesting or remarkable fact in natural his- 
tory than the one I have related, and it isa 
fact you may confidently believe. 








LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. 





Framingham, Jan. 25, 1861. 
Messrs. Otmsteap & Co. ,—Dear Sirs :—Your 
per is prized and read by all the family. My 
ittle brothers listen to its contents every Sab- 
bath with delight, and the elder of the two, al- 
though he reads scarcely anything else, peruses 
that thoroughly. Last year 1 took much pleas- 
ure in obtaining seven new subscribers, and 
hope to send you more soon. [ found many 
families were taking it, others had taken it for 
years. One person declared his little daugh- 
ter would as soon think of going without food 
as without the paper, and could hardly wait 
from one week’s end to the other for it. I 
think the greatest improvementin the Youth’s 
Companion would be its patie 9 | appear- 
ance. I remain yours, respectfully, 
Cc. . 


Sudbury, Mass., Jan. 19, 1861. 
Messas. Ovusteap & Co :— 
I write to you as my “Companion's” true friend, 
To of you still the dear fellow to send, 
As father and mother kindly give their consent, 
Por they think thst his visits are always well meant. 
And sister and I would be lonely indeed, 
These long winter evenings, with no stories to read. 
And so, to tell bim, all of us here. 
We'll ensure him a welcome for another whole year; 
And that I have tried, (though in vain, | must own,) 
a ft him a welcome in 
ra . 


cei 

So accept our best wishes for ali coming time, 

And please not look at mistakes in this letter of mine. 
Your true Friend, uN. M.Y. 


some other home. 
re 





VARIETY. 





AN ANCIENT OITY. 


A few feet below the level of the crowded 
pavements of London lies a city of richer or- 
nament and finer architectural tastes than the 

¢ metropolis which conceals it. Outside 
the boundary wall, thirty feet high and twelve 
i Pickens, Sor wooded age shore of the 

r si Thames, ing upwards 
towards Camber yell and Herne hat, was stud- 
ded with the mansions of the military and civ- 
il chie%@. A beautiful landscape must have 
presented itself to the citizens who wandered 
= to the court of the sacred fane on Ludgate 
hill. for, on all sides, the view was unobscured 


i oe Sool topo Re 





| resentation in colored tiles of 


rustic re-| well | 


appearances of a long-vanished state of man- 
ners, is almost ludicrous—a mosaic picture of 
Europa on the bull, fresh in colors and perfect 
in design, beneath the busy multitudes of Bish- 
opgatestrect, and bracelets of noble ladies be- 
neath the gas pipes of Cornhill—though it 


perhaps has fitter connection with the site of 


lendid re 

hus, t 
conqueror of the east, in front of the India 
House in Leadenhall street.— White’s History 
of England. 


its discovery when we read of a 


THE SILENT RIVER. 
There ts a silent river, 
The roiling river, Time ; 
In Summer's rosy blushes, 
in hoary Winter's prime, 
It foweth, floweth, floweth, 
In whatsoever clime. 


And well-trimmed barks are sailing 
Upon its silver tide ; 
ith golden treasures laden 
The little vessels glide ; 

And Faith, and Love, and Action, 
And Hope are side by side. 


And oh, a host of others 
Compose the little fleet. 

Now soon the waves are heaving, 
Now wide the waters beat ; 

Gray mists steal o’er the waters— 
The mournful mists of Fate. 


The polar stars grow dimmer ; 
‘he scattered vessels, driven 
All wide in disappointment, 
Unto the waves aregtiven, 
And Faith alone remaineth 
To bear the soul to heaven. 


HAYDN AND THE SEA CAPTAIN. 


Haydn used to relate whimsical anecdotes 
of his stay in London. A captain of the navy 
came to him one morning, and asked him to 
compose a march for some troops he had on 
board, offering him chit. quinone for his 
trouble, but requiring it tu one immediate- 
ly, as the vessel was to sail nextday for Calcutta. 
| As soon as the captain was gone, Haydn sat 
down to the pianoforte, and the march was 
ready ina short time. Feeling some scruples 
at gaining his money 80 very easily, Haydn 
wrote two other marches, intending first to 
give the captain his choice, and then make 
| him a present of all three, as a return for his 
| liberality. Next morning the captain return- 
ed, and asked for his march. 

“Here it is,”’ said the composer. 

The captain asked to hear it on the piano- 


| forte, and having done so, laid down the thirty 


guineas, pocketed the march, and walked 
away. 

| Haydn tried to stop him, but in vain—the 
| march was = o **Bat I have written 
two others,’’ cried Haydn, “which are better, 
hear them and take your choice.”’ 

“I like the first very well, and that is 
enough,” answered the captain, pursuing his 
way down stairs. 

Haydn followed, crying out, ‘But I make 
you a present of them.’* 

**T won’t have them,’ roared the seaman, 
with a nauticai asseveration, and bolted out at 
the street-door. 

Haydn, determined not to be ontdone, hasten- 
ed to the Exchange, and, discovering the name 
of the ship and her commander, sent the 
marches on board with a polite note, which 
the captain, surmising its contents, sent back 
unopened. Haydn tore the marches into a 
thousand pieces, and never forgot the liberal 
English humorist as long as he lived. 


ECCENTRIOCITIES OF LITERARY MEN. 


The Boston Transcript mentions some inter- 
esting eccentricities of authors :— Goethe, with 
all his love of art and passion for beauty, wrote 
in an undecorated room, on a plain table, 
with a few books, and no pictures nor scenery 
in view. Richard Savage noted down a whole 
tra; on seraps of paper at the counters of 
jong which ue catered and asked for 

n and ink as if to make a memorandum. 


onathan Edwards meditated his profound 
work on “The Will,” as he walked in the 
at North t 





shade of an elm, standing 
Burns wove a stanza as he ploughed the fields. 
Dr. Johnson delved at his dictionary in a poor 
lodging at London, witha cat purring near, 
and orange peel and tea at hand. Molicre test- 
ed the comic powers of his ey by reading them 
to an oldservant. Dr. W. E. Channing used to 
perambulate theroom composing. Bloomfield, 
the poet, relates of himself, that nearly one- 
half of his poem ‘The Farmer’s Boy,” was 
composed without writing a word of it, while 
he was at work with other shoemakers, in a 
garret. One of Damel Webster's eloquent ora- 


tions was,in great part, composed in a boat on 
Marshpee Brook. 


AN ORIENTAL ‘WIFE. 
Mrs. Barclay Johnson, in her’ ‘Hadji in 


| Syria,” thus describes a poor man’s wife in 


Palestine : 


“You see that one-robed woman, with tat- 
tooed face and narrow little head, adorned 
with a veil, concealing nose, mouth and chin, 
while most of her person is as much exposed as 
a Grecian sculptor could desire ; she truly has 
a hard lot. She is bringing vegetables to mar- 
ket; she planted the seed ; she. worked the 
ground ; she gathered the crop, and now she 
must make the sale of them, or else what is 
to become of that little fellow that ridesastride 
her shoulder, and the babe that swings in the 
knapsack that hangson her back? For her 
brutal husband spends the live-long day loung- 
ing in the idle group at the gathering place 
of the village. Besides her own heavy cargo, 
she drives the donkey before her to city, 

loaded with the produce of her own in- 





feeteye But doves she venture to ride him 
back? Not she! *Twould cost her a sound 
drubbing to do so. But see her lord and 
master seated upon him, leisurely smoking his 
pipe, while his te carries two children 
and a basket.’’ Her picture of the rich man’s 


wife, though different, is almost as pitiful. 


FEMALE HEROISM. 


At Matagorda, near Cadiz, in 1810, Mrs, 
|Retson, a sergeant’s wife, was tending the 
| wounded, when, during a fearful cannonade, 

a cry for water arose. A drum-boy was or- 
| dered to procure some from the well, which 
| was in the centre of the battery. The little 
fellow hesitated, and stood dangling the buck- 
et in his hand. 

‘«Why don’t you go for water?’’ exclaimed 
the surgeon. 

‘The poor thing’s frightened,’’ interrupted 
Mrs. Retson, ‘“‘an’ nae wonder; gie me the 
bucket, my man, an’ I'll gang mysel’.’’ 

Seizing the bucket from the trembling hand 
of the boy, the intrepid heroine, stumbling 
over the bodies of the dead, amidst the roars of 
artillery and the groans of the wounded, hur- 
ried on to the well. The instant that she had 
lowered the bucket, a shot cut the rope. Noth- 
ing daunted, however, with the assistance ofa 
seaman she recovered the vessel, had the ro 
spliced, and bore the precious liquid to the 
parched lips of the wounded. During the hot- 
test of the fire, and when it was almost im- 

ssible to remove from the parapets without 

ing struck, Mrs. Retson, young in years, 
and Tiecnianis health and beauty, refused to 


the embrasures, she alone, with perfect com- 

ure, entered, and in the face of the enemy, 
remained till she had completed all that could 
be done. 





HONESTY THE BEST POLICY. 


A quaker passing through the market, stop- 
ped at a stall and inquired the price of citrons. 

“T have none,”’ said the honest countryman, 
‘that will suit you ; they are decayed and 
their flavor is gone.’’ 

«Thank thee, friend, I will goto the next 
stand.’”’ 

‘Hast thou any good fruit to-day?’’ said he 
to the dealer. 

‘Yes, sir ; here are some of the finest nut- 
megs of my garden. They are small, but rich 
of their kind.”’ 

«Then thou canst recommend them ?”’ 

+O, certainly, sir.”’ 

“Very well; I will take two.’”’ He carried 
them home, and they proved not only unsound 
but miserably tasteless. 

The next morning he again repaired to the 
same place. The man who'sold him the fruit 
the preceding day asked him if he would like 
some more. 

“Nay, es thou hast deceived me once, 
and now, although thou may speak the truth, 
still I cannot trust thee; but thy neighbor 
- hose to deal uprightly with me, and from 
henceforth I shall behis patron. Thou wouldst 
do well to remember this ,and learn by experience 
that a falsehood is a base thingin the begin- 
ning, and a very unprofitable one in the end.”’ 


THE HOLE IN THE WALL. 


Lady Huntington was a very pious lady, 
whose time and fortune were spent in doing 
good. This incident related of her shows that 
good seed is never lost, though we may not al- 
ways see its results : 


Lady Huntington once spoke toa workman 
who was repairing a garden wall, and pressed 
him to thoughtfulness on the state of his soul. 
Some years afterwards she was speaking to an- 
other man upon the subject, and said, ‘‘Thomas, 
I fear you never pray, norlook to Jesus Christ 
for salvation.’’ 

‘Your ladyship is mistaken,”’ said the man. 
“T heard what passed between you and James 
at such a time, and the words you designed for 
him, took effect upon me.”’ 

**How did you hear it?” 

“I heard it on the other side of the garden, 
through a hole in the wail, and shall never for- 
get the impression I received.’’ 


SALTED. 


A laughable incident is told as occurring in 
the Southern army at Pensacola. A member 
of one of the volunteer companies, being aceus- 
tomed to fresh water, having lived in the inte- 
rior, and not having been in the Gulf of Mex- 
ico before, was in blissful ignorance of its 
briny properties. Getting up in the morning, 
as usual, to perform his daily ablutions, he 
drew a bucket of water, sat down near some 
of his comrades, and retired for soap and towel. 
Returning with the articles, he soused into the 
bucket of water, hands and face. The conse- 

uence can be imagined. Recovering from the 
shock, and rubbing his burning eye balls, he 
exclaimed, 

“I'll whip the rascal that salted this water. 
A man can’t draw a bucket of water and leave 
it for a few moments without some prank 1s 
played on him.” 

hing the water aside, he left amid the 
shouts and jeers of his companions, who hai 
been silently watching him. He soon found 
out his mistake. 


CURIOUS DISCOVERY. 


A correspondent to a London paper writes : 

«Among the most curious discoveries made 
by the Allies in the Chinese Emperor’s sum- 
mer , was asuit of magnificent armour, 
inlaid with gold, and thé helmet surmounted 
with an enormous pearl; (this suit is to hesent 
to the Emperor Napoleon ;) a saloon furnished 
in exact imitation of the oy of Louis XV., 
Geeorated with portraits of the ladies of the 
court of that sovereign, the name of each lady 





, being inscribed at the bottom of the frame. 
| The immense epertmente were furnished and 
| Ornamented in the most splendid manner, and 
contained numerous articles in gilt, bronze, 
| porcelain, &c., all covered with a thick coating 
|of dust. Among the porcelain were some im- 
mense vases, which had passed more than 4 
century at the bottom of the sea, and to which 
marine vegetation had clung in such a man- 
ner as to produce the m gular or ti 
Gold and silver statues, representing the tan- 
| tastic incarnations of Bud: ha, were in great 
|numbers. Of silks, velvets, linens, carpets, 





| and other tissues, for the most part spoiled 


through neglect, there were enough to cover 
| the walls of a palace larger than the Louvre 
lor Tuilleries. This favorite dwelling of the 
| Tartar sovereign stood in the Imperial domain 
of Yuen eins Woe which comprised an ex- 
tent of nearly eight miles each way.’’ 


A SOUR LAKE. 


Itis in Jefferson county, Texas, and there is 
|no doubt about the water being sour. 
| not say whether the addition of sugar would 
| make lemonade or not, but itis very probable it 
| would. Nodoubtifyou were to put soda in it, 
it would foam and make nice soda water. 

But the most curious feature about sour lake 





| boiling up, within half a mile of each other, 
jinand around it. One spring near the main 
| body uf the lake, produces oil. This rises to 
the surface, and the owner skims it off, get- 
| ting a barrel a day, of a kind of oil highly es- 
| teemed for mechanical and healing purposes. 


leave her husband, or remove from the spot | From another they get soap. I thought my | Soe" aipery tu gave a ine new (gruwth of halt, and in 
where she was of such admirable service. | informant was laughing at me when he told aise Gn tncrease of Sele 
When it was found necessary to repair one of|me this, but it was attested by two gentlemen | or 


| who had seen it, and I could not. doubt any 
jlonger. But after all, it is not so strange, for 
| there is plenty of alkali in the earth, and that 
uniting with the oil is compelled to makesoap. 
The oil and soap springs are close together. 

The other varieties are different colored wa- 
ters boiling up in the lake The sour water 
is transparent, but in the midst of it there is 
a place of black water, and the other three 
varieties are shades between the white and the 
black.—Tezas Letter. 


WILD HORSES IN KANSAS. 


A correspondent writing from Grasshopper 
alls, Kansas, says :—‘‘In conversation with a 
gentleman residing upon the verge of the Dela- 
ware Reservation, we gleaned some information 
regarding the celebrated drove of wild horses 
which frequent these parts. Many u 


I can- ing. 


is, there are seven different kinds of water | 


“USE THE BEST}? 
WHO WANTS A GOOD HEAD OF HAIR? USE a&B 
WILSON’S HAIR REGENERATOR 
AFD BAIR DRESSING. 


Please read a few 
well known people. 





Ni e 
scinons Bowar Z. Winton t Oo neve to Keatcl 
rs. "s 
best hair preparation now in use. I shall coutinne to Ay 





with , H. H. HARTWE 
Pastor ofthe M. B. Church, Lawrence Mom. 
vember, 
Massxs. Haxnzy P. Witson & Co.: I hav: your 
Regenerator, and have received great benefit from it. 1 deem 
the jh +commendaticn, di chee 


article worthy » 
recommend it to all who wani to restore gray hair to its origi- 
| nal color, or to any who are troubled with dandruti, or a disa- 
eee of the head, or humors, or to those w 
| is falling from the head. To those who use any article 
o vb7 RP Sesto, Bra. Winenie Hats, Hepepers- 
ir. ¥. - H.C 
Pastor o&Main St. Methodist E. Church, Great Falls, N. H, 
Mussaus. Huwny P. Wits0n & Co. : deem “ Mrs. Wilson's 
** the standard article of all hair preparations. 
I have, in many instances, known it orestere the hair where 
ithad , remove re the hair to its 
nal color, cure entirely the most painful headaches—and 
some instances most serious humors. Personally, 
sharer in several of these benefits, and frankly say, the 
article long wanted and looked for by the people, 1 believe will 
be found in Mrs. H. E. Wilson's Hair aes and Drese- 


. Yours, &éc., ¥ HILL. 
Pastor of Elm St. M Church, M N.H. 





Nasuva, N. H., Sept. kk. 
Mazssrs. Huxny P. Witson & Uo.: For some years past 
my hair had urning gray. By the use of your Hair Re- 
| ye the scalp is cleansed and freed from dandrufi, and 
hair is restured to its original color, and rendered svtt and 
poser. and where it was very thin. anew and beautiful growth 
produced. 
| I feel confident that it operates, not as a dye, but to restore 
| the roots to their natural healthy state. Most cheerfully do I 
recommend it to all is b 
com, 


who are im need. The expense 
pared with the benefit 
o 


received. 
urs Respectfully, Rev. E. M. KELLOG. 





To whow it may concern ; 
This certifies that I have been an eye witnessof the wonder- 
} ful eects of Mrs. Wilson's Hair Regevator upon several of my 
| frieuds’ heads ; some, it reinstatea the hair to its original 
my 
case hav mu very bald for fifteen years, but now | find 
, and I am satistied i! 1 had attended 
it as I should have done, my head would have been nearly 
Bony covered. utie. 
| ou have liberty to use this as you please, with the addition 
that it is almost a sure cure for the heauache. 
Da. H. A. BEN’ 


1 have used but one bot 


N, 
Of the Saratoga Water Cure 


Saratoca, N Y,, Aug. 15. 
mssrxs. Henry P. Witson & Co.: | have used your Hair 


adache which I have been very much afilicted 
with for many years. 
| Ihave appbed it to the heads of ethers hundreds of times, 
and | have never known an instance but what it removed al) 
erysipelas, sures and pimples of every kind. 
The above you are at liberty to make use of as you see fit. 
MINOT FARRAR. 


The Regenerator is put up in two sizes, and retails for 50 cts- 
Pint bottie, and $1 for quart bottles. ‘ihe quart bott 

much the cheapest. The ingredients oi which the Kegenerator 
are made are, of a rare virtue, and 


and gen 
contain no properties but those 
=e the purpose, aud will surely do all it is recom- 
mended. 

4trs. Wilson's Hair Dressing is put up in large bottles, and 
retails for 37 cts. per bottle, and ior dressing the hair of any 
person, young or old, there is not its equal in the world. ht 
} will make the hair everything you want it shoulu be, and 
atis infinitely superior to 








ful attempts have been made to capture them. 
American horses of the best mettle have been 
brought into use in running them down, but 
they are nosooner pursued than they runat right 
angles with the drivers, up hill, down valleys, 
and through timber, with a speed unknown to 
any other animal. Among them is one—a 
chestnut stallion, somewhat larger than the 
Morgan stock—which has been the universal 
mark of the pursuer ; but though followed 
by the fleetest steed upon the run, he has never 
been known to break from a pacing step. 
Stratagem has been resorted to repeatedly, 
without success, and he is now left to fly over 
the prairies at his will, bearing the dignified 
title of ‘Chestnut King.’ Several of his colts 
have been secured, which promise a rich re- 
ward to their owners. Though taken quite 
young and reared with native horses, the 
wildness of their nature is made upparent 
upon all favorable occasions. An officer at 
Fort Leavenworth has offered a reward of five 
hundred dollars for the capture and deliv- 
ery to him of ‘Chestnut King.’ ”’ 


WORSHIP OF ANCESTORS IN CHINA. 


In every hollow along the sides ot these hills 
are tombs, visited frequently by the families to 
which they belong. At the io peree of April, 
the weather changes from col 
to delightful sunshine. It is the favorite time 
for hipping tors. The citizen, as 
soon as the ‘Tsing: ming festival is come, puts 
on his beat attire, and proceeds to the family 
grave among the hills. There, in front of the 





his progenitors, he bows, kneels, und falls 
prostrate, at the same time burning gilt paper, 
and discharging fire-crackers in honor of the 
dead 


Customs like these are dear to the Chinese 
They are conformed to fashion, and 
have the stamp of respectability, and there is 
combined with them a religious and moral 


element. How difficult to remove them and 
replace them by the holy institutions of Chris- 
tianity! There needs first a shaking of the 
nation. But prophecy has said, ‘+1 willshake 


the nations,’’ and in China there has com- 
menced an era of change, when multitudes are 
suffering present calamities for the ultimate 
good of the whole nation.— Miss. Advocate. 


A WISE NOBLEMAN. 


Henry VIII. designed to send a nobleman on 
an em to Francis I. at a very dangerous 


that such a threatening to so hot- 
headed a prince as Francis I., might go near 
to cost him his life. 

‘Fear not,”’ said old Harry, ‘‘if the French 
king should offer to take away your life, I 
would revenge you by taking o' 
many Frenchmen now in m 

‘But among all these 


wer.” 
shoulders.’’ 


A Pozzix.—If the grate 5m t put: 
If the B. putting: 


A young girl 
bright stream does by mingling with the sea. 





Spare moments are the gold-dust of time. 


wind and rain} 


sepulchral mound which covers the remains of 


juncture ; bat he begged to be excused, saying 


the heads of 


ds,”’ replied the 
nobleman, “there may not be one to fit my 


yee loses her freshness 
by mingling with fashionable society, as a 


of the i Lie extracts, either foreign or Aluerican, whi 

| alone should entitle it to a place on every let "s Woilet table. 

| _ Be careful and obtain Mrs. H. E. Wilson's Hair Dressing, as 

as the name will be biown in every bottle, and you can obtain 

it in almost every store in the United States or Canada. 
Wholesnie Agents. 

H. H. Hay, Portland, General Agent for Maine, New Bruns- 

wick, aud Novascotia. 

GEORGE T. NICHOLS, Northfield ; F. E. SMITH, Montpe- 

lier, Vt., Géneral Agents for Vt. 

T.W.DYOTT & SONS, Philadelphia, General Agents for 

Pennsylvania. 

M.S. Burr & Co. ; Geo. C. Goodwin & Co., No. 11 and 12 Mar- 
shall St.; Charles T. Carney, No. 135 ; 
Weeks & Potter, No. 164 Washington St.; Carter, Colcor 
& Preston, No. 54 Hanover St. ; Wilson, Fairbanks & Ce. 
No. 43 and 45 Hanover St. ; Reed, Cutler & Co., No. 113 and 
115 Broad St., Boston, Mass. 


Manufactured by HENRY'P. WILSON & CO., Manch 
ter, alae to whom ail jetters should be addressed. 
y 


IMPORTANT FACTS ABOUT 
PERUVIAN SYRUP! 
INTERESTING TO ALL INVALIDS. 


Three-fourths ofall the sickness and suffering in the world,is 
the result of derangement of the physical system, consequent 
upon a weakenéd and impaired condition of the natural forces. 

The principal vital force is the iron contained in the blood, 
This is derived from the food we eat ; but if from any Cause or 
| derangement, the necessary amount of iron is not taken into 
} the circulation, the whole system suffers, and unless the defi- 
| clency is supplied, all the natural powers are weakened, and 
sometimes to a degree which brings on entire prostration of 
| the physical and mental forces. Then follows every imagina- 
ble complaint, all however arising trom deterioration or 


BAD STATE OF THE BLOOD. 


Among these are Dyspepsia, Nervous Debility, Languor and 
Depression of Spirits, Scrofula, Piles, Skin Diseases of every 
Description, Tendency to Consumption, Weakness of the Sexu- 
41 Organs, Prolapsus Uteri aud diseases of the female system 
generally, and all complaints accompanied by weakness or 
| prostration of physical and mental energy. In all these cases 


THE PERUVIAN SYRUP 


, has effected the most astonishing cures, and the great secret 
of its wonderful success is the simple fact that it at once sup- 
| plies the deticiency of that indispensable ingredient, 
IRON IN THE BLOUD. 

The statements of cures which are published in our pam. 
phiet may be relied upon as strictly true in every case, injproo 
of which we will at any time, on application, show the origival 
| letters aud statements of the persons cured. 


| Evszeyr Invativ Saoutp Reap Tuxse Facts, and avail him- 
self or herself of this invaluable remedy. 


JOHN P. JEWETT & CARTER, 


No 39 Summer Srrset, Boston. 





For sale by all Druggists, 





BOUND VOLUMES. 


FOR sale, at a low price, at this Office, Bound Volumes 
of the Companion from 1848. 36—tf 








YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


A FAMILY PAPER 
DEVOTED TO s 
Piety, Morality,Brotherly Love,--Ne Sec- 
tarianism, No Controversy. 
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MS. 
Neo. 22 School Street. 


Paton Slavean. 81x Corizs ror $5 raruant 1x apvancs 





BOUND VOLUMES $1 and 1.25. 
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